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at a riding academy. It was her first close acquaintance with
horses, and she was having the time of her young life.
Natalie seemed a different person. She had never before
paid me the compliment of showing the slightest interest
in me. Now she looked me squarely in the eyes and talked
animatedly, as if we were long-time comrades and contem-
poraries.
When she left us, for a moment, to bring on the salad,
Randolph chuckled a little, and said, "I don't know what
you've done to Natalie."
"She's a charming girl," I said. "Fm glad she wanted
to talk."
"I think," said Randolph, slowly, "she has just discovered
something in you that she had not recognized before; a high
capacity for friendship, maybe."
It was a delightful evening. Natalie went to her own room,
about ten, shaking hands with me before she left and saying,
very prettily, that I must come again soon. I was much
stirred and a little bewildered, too, over this unaccustomed
attention.
Randolph and I discussed almost everything of current
interest. I surprised myself by taking the lead in most of
our conversation. When I rose to go, he said, "You're in
uncommonly high spirits to-night, Hudson. Perhaps your
work at the hospital is growing more pleasant."
"Yes," I replied. "I really have enjoyed it lately."
Randolph looked me steadily in the eyes and drew a sly
smile, accompanied by a slow wink.
I grinned, in spite of my effort to be poker-faced. He
reached out his hand and I took it He laid his other hand
on our warm clasp and affectionately patted my fingers.